226	GREAT TRADE ROUTE
One ought to see around one,, or have in presses a few yards
away, all that one owns . . . one's own hand-made spade,
chisel, or paint-brushes, one's own home-made best suit in
one's closet; one's own small flocks of sheep and geese; one's
own frescoed wall; one's own melon patch. Nothing more
of one's own.
§
I think I can say—but I can say—that never since I was a
child have I had a sense even of property of my own. Cer-
tainly I never had any sense of impersonal property. I was
once left some brewery shares; but the brewery one day by
accident mixed arsenic instead of sugar with its malt. So
those shares disappeared and I was left with a sense of having
some responsibility for quite a number of deaths. , . .
Years ago, going into my own—my very own—kitchen in
London at night after the cook had gone to bed, suddenly
I was like someone struck dumb with amazement. It had
occurred to me that I—and no one else—owned that
prodigious array of copper stew-pans^ basters, flour-dredgers,
pastry-boards ... a perfect wilderness of things. Like an
armoury!
They were my own. I could do what I liked with them.
. . . Hug them to my breast; throw them out of the window;
decree that they should be melted down; have them all
tied on a rope and drag them behind my Studebaker. And
I burst into roars of laughter.
I had never thought about them before; or, if my subcon-
sciousness had, it had imagined them belonging to the cook
or anybody else. Just a sort of public property that happened
to have floated into my kitchen. That was nice of it. Because,
if you will permit me to say so, my cook was a damn good
cook, and she probably would not have been able to do
without her apparatus.
And, when I came to think of it, that was my attitude
towards every other room in the house—except the book-
room and the drawer in which I kept my ties, collar-studs,
and socks. If you had come in and asked me for the wash-
hand-stand or the dining-table I should have said: Take

